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heart wil figh when I mifcal it fo. 

Which findes it an inforfed pilgrimage. 

Gaunt, The fullen paflage of thy wearie Heps,' 
Efteemea foyle wherein thou art to [jet. 

The precious Icwelof thy hometeturne. 

Bui, Nay rather euery tedious ftridclmake. 

Will but remember me what a deale of world 
I wander from the Jewels that I loue , 

Mufti not feme a long apprcntifhood j 

Toforrenpaflage»,andintheend. j 

Hauingmy freedome,boaft of nothing elfe. 

But that I wasa iourneyman to griefe?- 
Count. A1 places that the eie of heauen vifits. 

Are to a wifcman portes and happy hauens: 

Teach thy ncccflitieto reafon thus. 

There. is no vertuelike ncccflitie, 

Thinkc uot theKing did banifh thee, \ 

But thou the king. Woedoeth the hcauier fit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne: 

Go, fay Ifcnt thee forth to purchafe honour, 

And not the King exilde thee; or fuppofc 
Deuouring pcftilencc hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a frefher clime .* 

Looke what thy foulc holds deerc 9 imagine it 
To ly that way thou goeft, not whence thou cotnft: 
Suppofc the finging birds muhtions, 

The grafle whereon thou trcadft.the prefence flrowde, 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fteps, no more 
Then a delightful meafurc or a dance, 

Kpr gnarling forrow hath leflc power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and fets it light. 

“Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafu ■ ? j‘ 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaftj 
Or wallow Baked in December fnow. 

By thinking on fantaftick fummcrs-hcat 2 
Oh no» the apprehenfion of the good 
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King Richard theficond. 

Gives but the greater feeling to the yvorfc: 

Fell forrowes tooth doth neuer ranckle more. 

Then when it bites, but launched not the fore. 

Conn. Come come my fonnejle bring thee on thy way. 
Had I thy vouth and caufe, I would not ftay. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farewel, fwccte foile adicw 
My mother and my nude chat bearcs me yet. 

Where ere I wander boaftofthislean. 

Though banilht, yet a true borne Englishman. Exeunt. 

Enter the King with Bufbit, &c at one dore,andthe 
Lord Atmarle at the other. 

King W« did obferue. Coofin Aumarle, 

How tar brought you high Hereford on his way? 

Aum 1 brought high Herford,ifyou cal him fb. 

But to the next high way,and there I left him. 

King And fay, what ftore of patting teares were filed? 
Atm Faith none for me, except the Northeaft wind*. 
Which then blcwbitterly againft our faces, 
Awaktthcfleeping thevvroc,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King What faid your coufin when you parted withhim? 
Aum Farewel, & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fb prophane the word that taught me craft. 

To counterfaite opprefsion of fuch griefc. 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Mary would the word Farewel l hauelengthncd hour es. 
And added yeeres to his fhort bamfhment. 

He fhould haue had a volume offarewels: 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

King He is our Coofens Cofin, but tis doubt. 

When time fliallcall him home from baniftiment. 

Whether our kinfman comes to fee his friends. 

Our fclfe and Bufhie, 

Obferucdhis couitfhipto the common people, 
xlow he did feeme to dine into their hearts, 

With humble and famdicr courtefie, 

.With reucreacc he did throwaway on flatten, 
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